My Voice by Kessler, Stephen & Aleixandre, Vicente
Masthead Logo The Iowa Review
Volume 9
Issue 1 Winter Article 27
1978
My Voice
Stephen Kessler
Vicente Aleixandre
Follow this and additional works at: https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview
Part of the Creative Writing Commons
This Contents is brought to you for free and open access by Iowa Research Online. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Iowa Review by an
authorized administrator of Iowa Research Online. For more information, please contact lib-ir@uiowa.edu.
Recommended Citation
Kessler, Stephen and Vicente Aleixandre. "My Voice." The Iowa Review 9.1 (1978): 61-61. Web.
Available at: https://doi.org/10.17077/0021-065X.2333
My Voice 
I was born one summer night 
between two pauses. Speak to me: I'm listening. 
I was born. If only you saw what agony 
the spiritless moon makes clear. 
I was born. Your name was happiness. 
Under a brilliance, one hope, one bird. 
Arriving, arriving. The sea was a heart beat, 
the hollow of a hand, a cool medallion. 
Then light is now possible, caresses, skin, the horizon, 
that saying of senseless words 
that roll like ears, like spiral shells, 
like an open lobe dawning 
(listen, listen) in the trampled light. 
(From Espadas como labios, 1932) 
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